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         When I sit in front of the screen and chat with him, as he sits behind his own screen at the other end of the country, I feel a closeness, a warmth, a desire.


There are no inhibitions, no conventional ties. And even though we’ve never met, his very personality turns me on. We’ve sent pictures, sure – portraits, and another more...extravagant photo of him with his meat in his hand...


What was it in our conversations that had told him I’m turned on by more than just missionary? Is it that easy to read it in my messages, in my profile? Yes, I am turned on by the darker side of erotica, and our wordplay makes me feel exhilarated and hungry. Our artistic handiwork brings us closer together in a sort of professionalism that curiously makes me feel safe.


I dream of meeting him, of giving myself over to him, submitting in a way that also makes me nervous about what will actually happen, about what boundaries he will push with me. He is sensual but makes it very clear that he wants to dominate. To push my body to climax from feelings that are like pain-riddled pleasure. To command me to obey, and to punish me when I am disobedient. The thought of it makes me wet and hot. I can smell the sweet juices and can’t keep my hands off my naked body as we write back and forth, our words painting deeply blue pictures before me on the screen. It’s tricky writing with one hand while the other is...occupied. Occupied with massaging breasts, stimulating and pulling at nipples, kneading the soft outlines of my belly, burying itself deep into my groin and grabbing my inner thigh hard.


Now I let my hand grab onto the bush that has regrown between my crotch and push against my sinner hard... My sinner – that’s no way to describe it really. There’s nothing sinful about what my horniness makes me do, or the fantasies I may have and that I may long to make a reality.


He is talking about tying me up to the beams in the ceiling, and the whole of my downstairs is filled with a great, sweet craving in anticipation. The thought of ending up in a situation where I no longer make the decisions, and where I’ve agreed to this, is very, very arousing. I don’t know what he will do when I’m standing there. Maybe he’ll just watch me, bring me to the point of climax from sheer anticipation and nervousness so that even the slightest touch causes a violent reaction in my body.


These thoughts are always at the back of my head when I’m talking to him. And even if I have played with myself a bit as we talk, maybe even achieving the odd little orgasm, I look forward to being able to use both hands on my body, to bringing it to a great, uninhibited pleasure. Maybe I will get out my glass dildo, the one without the batteries, with its simple round, bulb shape at one end, and the narrow, cone shape at the other. I’ll use it in my pussy first, then my anus, and will slowly bring myself to such ecstasy that my juices spring forth in a few powerful bursts. Soaking wet, trembling, hot and dry in my mouth, I collapse onto my bed, and imagine that even that will pale in comparison to what I can expect when I’m in his hands...
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